I4                      THE KINGS AMOUR.

Gauri, for thou art surely she, I am very cold. Foi
a strong wind caught me, as I was busy gathering
honey on the hill, and blew me like a leaf high up
into the air, till I lost my way among the icy clouds;
and now I have arrived to die, frozen, by this cold
pool. Then said the goddess: Nay, dear bee, it is
not so. For I myself will warm thee, and when thou
art recovered, I will show thee thy way to the warmer
world below. And she took the bee, and put him in
her bosom, saying: Sit thou there awhile, and listen
in the meantime to the story of this royal swan.

So as she spoke, something touched her from above
upon the hair. And she looked up quickly, and lo!
there was a snake, hanging from the dead branch of
a withered tree just over her head. And the snake
said; O Gaun, let me also listen to the story of the
swan. For I also am cold, not, like this bee, with
icy air, but fear. For Garudb saw me, as I crept
through the jungle on the bank of Ganga, and he
pounced upon me, and took me in his beak, intending
to devour me at his leisure, and soared into the sky.
And as luck would have it, as he drew near to the
sun, he met his elder brother0, and entered into con-
versation with him. And in the course of conversation,

* This Hindoo roc, the king of birds, is, or was, a deadly
enemy of all snakes, on which he feeds.
c Amna, the sun's charioteer.